
Artificial
Daylight

A Wonderful New Invention
in the Use of Elec¬

tricity.
The Incandescent System Now

in Vogue Said to Have Been
Far^Surpassed.

Wires Are Not Necessary, and the Il¬
lumination Is a Fine, Soft Glow,

Not a Glare.

LIKE MILL IONS OF FIREFLIES' FLASHES

Marvellous Effects Produced by Ivleans
of the Vacuum Tube.Sticus of

Light Are Sold Like
Candles

. .
We shall soon pet our electric light as

we get our gas ;jd water.by pipes, and
at an insign'^cant cost, if what D. Mc-
Farlan \ the electrician, has discov¬
ered r practical. He announces that
he .solved the problem of how to
ir light without heat.a problem which

puzzled scientists for many years.
?Vith an ordinary 110 volt electric current
he. secures the most beautiful white light
from glass tubes. This is the tirst an¬

nouncement of Mr. Moore's discovery.
Mr. Moore's laboratory is in the heart

of Newark, N. J., and there, like Edison
and Tesia, he has been working night aud
day in his effort to wrest from nature the
secret of the firefly.the secret of light
without heat. He has barely managed t<j
keep body and soul together during the
tight, but he has won.

Imagine yourself In a dark room. Sud¬
denly a sofi, mellow light bursts upon your
vision. It does not have the yellow gLare
of the electric lamp, but strongly resembles
daylight. It seems, indeed, as if a window
had been opened and some sunshine had

familiar with the place. By the aid of Mr.
Moore's Invention an apparatus modelled
after an electric door bell, and just as

simple, can be made which will display the
owner's name in letters of light whenever a
button is pressed. At the laboratory the
name of "John Smith" suddenly shone from
out the darkness, as if some sprite had
dipped its pen in sunlight and written the
words there.
One of the promising possibilities of the

new light is for outdoor exhibitions. In¬
stead of big poles, unsightly towers and all
the paraphernalia necessary for street illu¬
mination, which are the concomitants of
the Incandescent and arc lamps, we shall
have daylight from glass tubes. The trans¬
formation in street illumination will be very
marked. The pole will be a thing of the
past. Light may stream from a statue or
from a fountain in great waves. Its source
will be hidden. Its very quality will be
changed, and the glare now so distasteful
to many eyes will give way to a sympa¬
thetic glow. If these predictions are realized
we shall have a modern miracle performed
in our midst. Think of fountains of light
in our parks at niglit, of chandeliers, globes-,
bulbs and all the mechanism of the present
incandescent system relegated to oblivion:
Picture to yourself beautifully illuminated
drawing rooms with light streaming iin-
palpably from the walls or wainscotting.

Tube Lighted by Induction Wit!
found its way into the room. Such has
been the experience of every one who has
visited Mr. Moore's Newark laboratory.
Prominent electricians have gone there
sceptical and have come away converted.
Several college professors actually sup¬

posed that the door of the dark room had
Deen opened and that the sunshine was
streaming in. As a matter of fact the
light had merely been turned on.
The apparatus which furnishes to the

room almost the lustre of daylight is
scarcely bigger than an ordinary ted cup,
and the little machine through which the
current passes before it reaches it is not
bigger than one's finger.
Even the new woman will have cause ro

rejoice over Mr. Moore's discovery. His
dark room is just such an apartment as a

photographer would use. Absolute dark¬
ness is essential in order that experiments
may be carried on at all hours of the day.
As soon as you enter the door is closed and
you are in utter darkness. The inventor
pushes a button and immediately the room
is filled with a soft, mellow light of a
blueish tint. It is in direct contradiction
to the Incandescent lamp, which gives off
k red glare, and is the best imitation of
daylight that the world has yet seen.
Recovering from your wonder, you notice

a glass tube about an inch in dia'neter
running all around the room near the ceil¬
ing. The tube seems to be filled with
beautiful white smoke, making it glow
like a stick of phosphorus. The light
comes from all directions, and suffuses
and diffuses itself throughout the room.

* There appears to be a total absence of
sharply defined shadows.
The Inventor now presses the button

and we are again in darkness. Iu a
twinkling the words ""Welcome All" stand
out in bold relief, in actual leters of liv¬
ing light. Each letter has a different tint,
so that the effect is most beautiful.
But the most interesting thing of all is yet

to come. The inventor hands you a long
glass tube, about as big as a broomstick,
and then orders the lights out. In a few
seconds streams of light begin playing
through the tube from one end to the other.
The amazing thing about it is that there is
no wire connecting the tube with any appa¬
ratus. It is mysterious and weird.

"It is only a manifestation of electrical
induction," replies Mr. Moore, smiling. "The
current from the diminutive vibrator is at¬
tached to a small piece of tin on the ceil¬
ing, and passes through the intervening air
space to your body. From you it goes into
the tube and makes light.""If, instead of a piece of tin, metallic
paint were put on the walls or ceiling, and
made a part of the circuit, the same ef¬
fects might be produced. The tube becomes
an actual stick of daylight. No matches, no
oil, no gas, no buttons to press, and all youneed is a vacuum tube.a glass walking
sti''k. *
The application of the new light to the

stage opens up a wonderful field. Imagineballet girls waving wands of light, and
fairies revelling in the hues of the rainbow!
Another interesting field for the

new light is in the matter of il¬
luminated door plates. Everybody has
reason to find fault with house num¬
bering1. It Is next to impossible to find
a residence In the evening unless one is very
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out Any Electrical Connection.
a sort of scientific but servile will-o'-the-
wisp. the place from whence it comes as
much an enigmn as were the perfumes at
the banquets of Lucullus.
The present invention Is only another il¬

lustration of the fact that all great dis¬
coveries are bnsed on the most simpleprinciples. In the present discovery the
fundamental principles of the electric bell
first applied to electricity by Sturgeon over
two centuries ago is made the basis of the
new light. To use the words of the In-
vent.or: "I am using vibrations similar to
those of an electric Dell, putting them in a
vacuum, and getting the results you see."
Still Mr. Moore's invention involves a

new principle in molecular vibration. He
separates the several divisions of energyand employs only the illuminating ele¬
ments. He hopes to get as much lightwith a one-volt current as Tesla uow does
with a million volts. One of these daysthe inventor expects to place on the mar¬
ket sticks of electric light that can be car¬
ried in your vest pocket, just as our fore¬
fathers did their candles. We are on the
sve of a revolution in electric lighting.Of course the present electric light can
only be generated through dynamos run by
steam engines whose i>ower is drawn from
burning coal. Only a small part of the
possible energy of the coal has so far been
utilized. Of iOO tons of coal, for instance,
only seven-feilths of one ton has so far
been actually changed into light. The rest
lias been wasted in heat. Mr. Moore hopesto correct .much of this,waste. This will
tremendously reduce the cost of light.The old Incandescent electric' li^ht is
produced by the action of a current pass¬ing through a loop of carbon filament In
11 vacuum bulb. The new light comes
from the pasage of a current through the
vacuum itself without any carbon fila¬
ment'.
The light.is produced by what, for want

of a better name, may be called ether vi¬
brations. Ether is the all-pervading fluid
t'hat transmits light and heat. Nobody
knows what it is. AVhen you strike a
bell the sound is transmitted to the ear
by air waves. For centuries it was sup¬
posed that light was transmitted in the
same manner; but light given out by an
Incandescent filament in a high vacuum,where there is a total absence of air,clearly proves that this assumption is false.
The fact is that the waves of light are so
excedingly delicate that no gas or air nim¬
ble enough to transmit them can be con¬
ceived. Therefore we must conceive of the
existence of ether. This ether exists in
Moore's tubes. Its vibrations produce his
light.
The apparatus for producing the new

lig'ht is merely a small magnet and v
flass tube the size of a cigar. Within the"
rube is supported a piece of watch spring.On the end of this is a small disk of soft
ron, about « quarter of an inch in diatne-
:er. Midway in length, and in contact with
the spring, is an iron wire the size of a
:>in. This wire extends through the glass,
is does the wire attached to the watch
spring. The air is then exhausted in the
;lass tube, leaving two metal contacts in
1 high vacuum, and permitting the spring
;o vibrate freely. When the glass tube
called the vibrator) Is placed over the
:entre of the magnet and the wires in the

1 *

A Photograph |)f the Dark Room as Taken by the New Light.

tube are connected to the* wires of the
magnet, both being made part of the elec¬
tric circuit, the current in the vacuum
will be broken rapidly. This repeated in¬
terruption of the primary, current brings
into existence a secondary current of suf¬
ficient' strength to 'produce the new light;
and when this latter-current is connected
to a hermetically sealed glass receiver hav¬
ing absolutely nothing in it, artificial day¬
light is the result, through the vibrations
of ether. .

At present the cost of the incandescent
electric lamp is greater than the cost of
gas. and therefore does not fulfil the pre¬
diction that it would be the light of the
home, as well as of the business world.
After all, thf largest field for light is in
the home. What is demanded is an .elec¬
tric light, whose cost will not make it
prohibitive in the humblest cottage.
When the efficiency of the incandescent

lamp is considered by itself, irrespective
of dynamo, engine and boiler, it amounts
to only two per cent, the remaining nine-
ty-eight per cent being lost in heat. There¬
fore, if the same electric current which is
now used for producing the incandescent
light is used to rfroduce a light without
heat, there will be a saving of ninety-
eight per cent. ,

' S
At present a dwelling house, in order to

be lighted by electricity, must either be
supplied with an electric light plant of
Its own, or it must have access to an
electric current, such as is distributed
through our streets. It therefore appears
that, unless the streets are supplied with
electric mains, the houses of the neighbor¬
hood are deprived of electric light. Un¬
der this head must be classed millions of
farms and farmhouses in this and other
countries.
Since Mr. Moore has received his let¬

ters patent quite a number of 'electrical
experts1 have visited his laboratory to in¬
spect the new light. Among these were
Professor William A. Anthony, formerly
of Cornell University: Professors Francis
(.'rocker and Michael Pupin, of Columbia
College; Professor Magee. of Princeton,
and Professor J. B. I)e Motte, of Cam¬
bridge. The electrical newspaper fraterni¬
ty were also given an opportunity to see
the new light, and men like T. Comerford
Martin, editor of the Electrical Engineer,
and John Wet3l;?t, associate ecntor, availed
themselves, 0f the>-p'.ivilege. One and all
expressed great surprise when they were
permitted to examine the results of Mr.
Moore's research. Each professor, upon
learning the principle of the new light,
frankly stated that there was no doubt as
to its ultimate success.
When Mr. Moore first applied to the Com¬

missioner of Patents, the reply came back
that the patents must be refused, on the
ground of inoperativeness, that there was
no law known to electrical science where¬
by such devices would work. Mr. Moore
thereupon took his apparatus to Washing¬
ton, and illuminated a room in the Patent
Office with the new light, completelyconvincing the Commissioner as to its
utility.
Photographs taken by Mr. Moore, some

of which are used in the illustrations ac¬
companying this, are pronounced tV be
almost as good as those taken by sun¬
light.

A GINSENG MERCHANT.
Rich Corean, in Native Toggery, Promen¬

ades the Streets.
[Portland Orpgonian.l

The appearance of Low Chi Fung, a
Corean merchant, on the streets yester¬
day, attired in native toggery, created no
little excitement, throughout the Chinese
quarter. Low Chi Fung is a wealthy mer¬
chant, and is engaged In the ginseng busi¬
ness at home, an article largely consumed
by the Chinese. He is visiting San Fran¬
cisco and Portland In the interest of his
business, and during his stay here is the
guest of Chin Chong Quie, the well-known
Chinese flour broker.
Yesterday was the first opportunity the

visitor had of donning his Sunday clothes
and going out for a walk. Doing so, he
was an object of curious gaze on the part
of both whites and Chinese. His bo<ly was
enveloped in a long slate-colored silk robe,
fastened by a girdle at the waist: while his
headgear was a most remarkable produc¬
tion. In appearance, it was a broad-
brimmed hat. from the centre of which
arose a sort of conical tower. Instead of
being worn directly on the head, it was
fitted to a closely-woven skull cap, and, to
avoid possible accident, the queer head¬
dress was tied down about the neck of the
wearer with drab silk bands, to match the
robe. Pointed Chinese shoes adorned his

¦.¦¦¦

of his visit is accomplished. He wants to
sell ginseng in this country, and says he
is meeting with good encouragement.

EnK-lan<r.<( Citizen Soldiery.
[Pall Mall' Gazette. 1

The stirring events of the last week or
two have done much to arouse a patriotic
feeling in this country to which it is not
altogether accustomed. Hundreds and
thousands of honest citizens and yeomen
have found themselves wondering why they
are not volunteers, in possession of a rifle
and trained to use it in defence of their
country. It is, of course, 110 new thing to
regret that the volunteer force, as it ex¬
ists at present, is not sufficiently encour¬
aged by the State. Rut until some radical
changes are made it is certain that the
volunteers will continue to exist in their
present comparatively small numbers. The
regular army possesses something like a
feeling of contempt for the citizen force.
a feeling which is shared by an enormous
number of civilians. And yet there are
enthusiasts who assert reasonably enough
that England aloue ought to be able to
turn out a volunteer force of a million, and

that. Instead of it being an exceptional
thing for an able-bodied man to be a volun¬
teer, it should be a reproach to such a one
n#t to have offered his military services to
his country. The present seems a good
time to do something in the matter; but
who is there that will do anything?

Allison's Mental Haliits.
[Chicago Chronicle.]

Said a -New York railroad president in

The Tiny Apparatus Which Produces the New Light.
feet, and red kid gloves his hands. While
he slowly sauntered down Second street,
smoking a cigar, he seemed entirely oblivi¬
ous to the crowd of people who stopped to
gaze ui»on him.
Low Fung can talk some English, and

expresses himself as highly pleased with
Portland, but not so much so as to pre¬
vent bis returning home when the object

discussing the attitude or want of attitude
of the several Republican Presidential
candidates on the financial question: "Oh,
Allison is all right, but he can't change
the mental habits and political methods
of his life. Why. Allison could walk on
piano keys fronl New York to Omaha and
never sound a note."

Misery Is
^f?eif IsG|acy.

How the Wives and Children
of Blackwell's Island

Prisoners Live.

Shame and Starvation Crush the
Gaunt Families Bereft of

Support
One Group of Sufferers Cared For

by a Child Thirteen
Years Old.

THREE PEOPLE LIVE ON 33 CENTS A DAY.

In Every Place the Story of Poverty, Hun¬
ger and Wretchedness Provesthe Same.

| Charity Occasionally Found,
Suffering Always.

In the sullen, sodden faces of the pris¬
oners on Blackwell's Island stories of
shame, misery and wretchedness may be
read. The saddest chapter in the lives of
many of these men, however, is only re
\ealed by a visit to the homes they left
behind in the city, where wives toil in¬
cessantly amid gloom and squalor; were
little children only know the world from
the standpoint of suffering and starvation.
Sometimes it is a desperate effort to

dine starvation from the poor rooms that
shelter his family that has landed a pris-
oner within the gray walls of the prison.
More often it is the criminal instinct. In
both cases wives and children suffer. The
innocent do penance for the crimes of the
guilty.

.lust to know In what degree misery has
claimed these island prisoners for its own
I investigated a list of addresses furnished
the authorities by them. The route lav in
a most unsavory direction, and in man*

given.
1 falSe addres^es had E

"The room looked at fi
ten«"ent on Sixteenth street.

..
avenue, as dirty, malodorous

h. i
Pushil,P open the outside

door, J nas directed to the "housekeeper's
room, who could tell me whether the man
I sought lived in the house or not. Some
one said "Come in" when I knocked. I
opened the door. The room lookedSht first
glance all stove and children. Entering, a
table and two chairs developed. One of the
chairs and the end of the table were occu¬
pied by a dishevelled woman, lying with
her head on her folded arms. By the stove
sat another woman, dishevelled also but
in a superior kind of disorder, holding irs
her arms a sleeping baby, whose eyelids
were blue and cheeks pale. All the rest
of the room was tilled with children oi
various sizes.all small sizes, however
and over in the corner an uudergrown girl
of ten was washing dishes in a tub placed
conveniently low 011 a bench.
Xo one there knew the man I wanted,

but just as I turned to go the woman

nursing the child had the happy inspiration
that it might be her husband, a suspicion
confirmed by my adding that the man for
whom I had asked was on the Island.
"You see," the woman explained, "my

man is a German, and that name you asked
for is his name in English." I inquired
how she managed in her husband's absence
and how many children she had to feed.
"Seven," she replied. "Well, it's "'hard

telling how I manage. I have the rent
here for taking care of the house " (it was
unspeakably dirty) "and so I live some¬
how."
"Yes, but rent is not food. How do you

get anything to feed these children with?"
"Well, the grocer lady around the corner,

she's been very good to me," was the re¬

ply. "and I get in debt, and that's the
truth of it. And I owe her a lot and she's
pressing me for it."
Suddenly at this point t lie woman at the

table raised her face; it was a sodden
swollen face, with heavy, wandering eves
"How can she live, a woman with seven

children, and her man on the Island?" she
asked in an unexpected eloquence. "How
i!1* 'V, .'anr :uul misery? Look at me,"
she added; "am I drunk?"
Prudence as well as politeness forbade

any answer but one. and I assured her I
believed her quite sober.

"That's right; I am sober," she de¬
clared. "And how could I be drunk if I've
no money?"

I tried to look convinced, and she con¬
tinued: "Yet two men were here this
morning, sent here by the priest, and thev
said it was rum and not sickness that
ailed me!"
Moved by this insult she arose. Her

dress was only fastened by two buttons at
the neck, but she drew her shawl about
her and departed.
The mother'of the seven children smiled

at me when the door closed. "Sure, she's
at it ail the time." she said. "She's the
lady in the front room. Her husband's 'i
decent, hard-working man. and she had a
fine, healthy child a year old when she
came here, but it died, and I think it's be¬
cause she was always too drunk to take
tare ox it. How. here am I. with my mm

on the Island, and her with .1 good, sober
man, and she drinking all the time."
When she told me that her husband did

not work when he was at home, I began
directly to see that it was one of those
cases of chronic misery, with 110 begiil-
ning, and no end. She got 011 as well, or
as ill, without "her man," as with him;
they were always hungry, always thrift¬
less, dirty, and cheerful. The husband be¬
ing gone only meant one less to feed.
The wife did not seem inclined to repine;

she spoke cheerfully of some day being
better off; they were all sunk in contented
squalor. She smiled pleasantly to me, over
the face of the sleeping baby, as I went
away, and the saddest part of that story
was that the sleeping baby was the sev-

I enth one.
Fourteen blocks up town and three west-!

ward brought me to a tenement slightly
better than those I had seen. The hall was

I cleaner, and the wind blew so strong from
the river close by that the air was purer.
Up three long flights of stairs I climbed,
and my summons on the door at the top of
the last one was answered by a tall, an¬
gular woman, scrupulously neat, her honest
face seamed with care, but wearing in
spite of a look of tranquillity.
"James Hagan?" she repeated after me,

flushing as she looked away. "He's my
brother. Yes, he's gone to the Island. Will
you please to walk in?"
She ushered me into a small room, clean

as wax. Coarse white curtains shaded the
windows, bright colored religious pictures
hung 011 the walls. A faded and darned
carpet did its best to cover the floor, and a
large cooking stove contradicted the state¬
ment of the rest of the room that it was
the parlor. A small room opening from
this one seemed tilled by a bed; it was very
crowded, but perfectly decent. At the
window, in a large chair, sat a woman, the
sight of whom made one forget all else.
She was a mountain of flesh, her very hand
swollen out of all shape; her bandaged feet |
rested 011 a chair before her; and a face,
childish in Its sweetness, but old with
agony, looked at me over a calico comfort¬
able wrapped around her shoulders.
"This is my sister." said the woman who

had admitted me. "She is an Invalid."
In response to questions she said that

her brother had supported them nicely un¬
til lie had fallen into bad company, and
had been arrested.
"Do you mind telling me how you ex¬

pect to live?" I asked. One felt ashamed
to pry Into such lives as these.
"So, m'am; I'll tell you," answered the

elder sister. "The charitable society of
the church will pay our rent, and for the.
rest 1 work. I have two washings to take
home, and I have one day's cleaning at
the priest's house and half a day each week
at the drug store. I like to get work at
home, because I hate to leave Xellie."
"Do you leave her alone?" I asked.
"I have to," her sister replied. "The

lady downstairs is good to her; she comes
and gives her the lunch I leave in the
closet."
My next visit was to a tenement on Tenth

avenue, near Thirty-flfth street. The man
I inquired for was on the Island, I was

tSt glance all children."
(old; his children were' up on the fourth
floor. I knocked, and some one said "Come
in." Obeying, I opened the door, and saw
the lady of the house taking her hands out
of the suds and wiping them dry on her
apron. To my surprise I saw sin* was not
more than thirteen. Three other Children
were playing about, the youngest a girl of
two, and a fourth, another girl, sat in a
low rocking chair, one shoulder pushed up
out of place, and her little face unmistak¬
ably that of a cripple.
"Yes. ma'am: I'm Ivaty Byrnes; it's my

father that's gone to the Island," said the
elder girl. "My mother died when Xora
there," pointing to the little one, "was
born. I'm going 011 fourteen myself; Mary,
there, is ten. She had a fall when she was
about three, and the bone of her leg never
grew down, like. It's been getting shorter
and 'shorter, and now the bone's coming
out at her hip. She's going to the hospital
next week. There was some ladles here,
and they brought a doctor, and he says
they'll try and cure her. And Charley and
Jimmy, they're eight and six. They goes
to school, and does errands for me.,, Take
care of them myself? Yes. ma'am; ever
since mother died. I've brought up that
baby myself," she added with pardonable
pride, giving the rosy, suubby little face
a motherly polish with her apron.
"How do* I get on with father gone? Oh,

ma'am, that's the only hard thing ever
happened to me. Poor father! he used to
be so sober, but lately he's been drinking,
nd Satu day night there was a row, and he
was with the men, and they all got sent
to the Island. The rent's paid up" to this
month, and the neighbors is all kind to nie.

They bring me in a loaf of bread or a bit
of soup for Mary or a taste of pie for
Xora. often and often. Wouldn't I like
to be going to school myself? 'Deed and I
would, ma'am. My teacher said I was get¬
ting 011 fine when mother died, and I had
to stop.
"Yes, ma'am, thank you. I hope father'll

ilo better when he gets back. He's never
been up before, and he'll be back the day
after to-morrow. I guess I'll get 011,
ma'am, and I know I shall if -he keeps
sober."
A house of very different appearance was

the last one. It was in Greenwich Village,
and had about it an air of decayed gen¬
tility and present thrift. The room I en¬
tered was tasteful; poor as could be, but
had taken the impress of its tenant, and
she was a lady. She was still young, not
yet thirty, and she was sewing so fast
that she scarcely raised her eyes when 1
entered.
"My husband on the Island?" she re¬

peated. "Yes, lie is. What difference does
"ake to you?"

¦xplained my desire. "You wish to
how we unfortunate women live
he men are gone? Well, I'll tell

t I wish you'd tell me why we
I we do. 1 was a teacher in a
ool. and my family are well-to-
<w in a Xew England town. I'd

1 have them know to what I
married, against their will,
ming ways and a wheedling

tongue. I was crazy, I suppose; girls often
are. And we drifted to New York. I have
two children, a boy and a girl; you'll sea
them. I expect them home from school
every moment. Nothing has ever been
right, and I've striven night and day to
make them better.
"When this end came I thought I should

go mad. The Island.my husband and mychildren's father there. I had no time to
go mad, however. He had taken every
cent I had in the house when he went on
this last fatal spree, and I had to get food
for Tom and Florence. I have this sew¬
ing".she held up a pair of trousers. "I
get. eight cents for putting on the facings,making the buttonholes, sewing 011 buttons,etc..'finishing,.' it's called. Or I receive
five cents for making an alpaca coat. If I
work all day till 10 at night I can make
32 cents per day. Thut is how I get on.
How long do you think it can last?"
Two remarkably pretty children came

running in. "Mother. I'm so hungry; what
is there to eat?" the boy shouted.
"Go see, Tom; only remember to leave

something for supper," the mother replied.Then she drew the girl <0 her. taking, offher hat and smoothing the thick curls
tenderly. She turned to me desperate
eyes. "I cannot pay rent in such a place
as this out of such wages. How dan I
take these children into a rough, cheap,lodging house?" She snatched up her
work again, almost pushing the little girlfrom her. "I must not lose time," she
said, "and I dan- nor think. I have told
you how I live. Tell the story if you like,only don't mention ray name. I should he
glad if it might keep one girl from beingthe fool I was. We have ten cents a dayapiece for food, and two cents extra for
coal, and light and rent. How long can we
go on that way? How wel. it end? How
can it pnd?
"I cannot tell you. In the meantime I

sew, and sew, and sew to get these ten
cents.
"Good afternoon."
I went away, closing the door softly on

this saddest case of all, and walked slowlyout into a world that is full of misery.
WILKES BOOTH'S DOUBLE.

The Curious and Tragic Story of Re/
John G. Armstrong.'
[Philadelphia Times.]

From a romantic point of view the most
interesting subject of all about the old
Monumental Church at Richmond, Va., is
the photograph of Wilkes Booth's double.
It hangs in a dark corner of the old-fash¬
ioned vestry-room, and represents a man
in the prime of life, standing beside a
table, his long clerical garments giving him
increased height and dignity. The long
straight hair is brushed straight back from
the high, broad forehead, and the face.in
its every lineament.is said to be the
image or Wilkes Booth as he would have
appeared at that time. The resemblance
is certainly most remarkable.the deep.

black eyes, the shape of chin, mouth,
cheeks, forehead, eyebrows and nose.and,
moreover, there is a subtle similarity of ex¬
pression to members of the Booth family
that defies description. . ;This man was Rev. John G. Armstrong,
pastor of the church from 18,8 to 1884.
Even to this (lay strange rumm'3 of tie
final end of Wilkes Booth are to be heaid
in places where his friends and intiinatea
lived and talked long after the assassina¬
tion of President Lincoln had passed into
history There are tales of a mysteriousL'rave. of a body that tallied in some of
its marks with those of Wilkes Booth and
differed materially in others, and an in¬

tangible fabric of supposition built about a
series of gossiped incidents. However val¬
ueless these 111av be historically, they show
an undercurrent that found an outbreak in
the romance <>f Mr. Armstrong, of Mon¬
umental Church.
The likeness of Mr, Armstrong to Y\ llkea

Booth was so startling that some people
who had seen both men found it hard to
believe that, they were not the same. 1 he
preacher's manner might be called dra¬
matic. His movements and gestures had
the repose and breadth that most actors ac¬

quire in following their art and living and
working constantly before an alienee. He
was, moreover, sl'ghtb lame, as
linnth would probably have been in constSence of the injury to Ids leg sustained in
lumping from President Lincolnis
Aside from this fact. Mr. Armstrong s man¬
ner, voice and temperament '^J^ ^u dvfction that wore he not P^Vl that hishave been a great actor. It is sa l'u
daughter did subseciuenGy Ko upon
stage and met with gieat sue iss.

V. B1,hlpct of discussion was more con¬
stant in Richmond than the possibility that
Mr Armstrong and Wilkes Booth were one
nnrt the same man. Mr. Armstrong stren-
nouslv denied the identity, but such denials
< n«M not silence the rumor*. There seemed,
moreover, to be a shadow over his ante-
Orients He came to Richmond a com

parative stranger, and <. 1aiined that he(j ^(-
.1 priest ordained in Ireland. An in

tion was quietly started to ^[ve entirefacts as to his past, but it did not t,
(.onstaut.satisfaction. In the midst of

<lonj(lls thely reiterated de(!aratiou3 lrreKHiarities inclergyman was a<<used o^ < [Ued fm.(h th(1his habits and this ig ;lll llp seemed tocharge that he \ ..

d |h(. rectorship ofbe. He f'Y'nAli an'l went to a city inMonumental (^h" Shortly after he leftthe extreme . ^ ont of siKht and diedthe minwy t n 1o the end the doubt
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The "Dog Question" is the °
t Dobl)3

spoken
,,t ,-jrl mVns 11 ferocious bull-

dog^^rhieti he turn^ loose at night, thut
tiie do£ bas done Ms dut>,


